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Amy Wallace was in close association with Carlos the last few years of his life, right up until 
1998. 


Compiler’s Intro 


Amy’s book is very heavy to go through, and is full of Amy’s personal feelings, but it does have 
good, direct quotes of the things Carlos and the witches said. I have collected here what I felt 
was most important and possibly beneficial for us. These quotes are just in the order I picked 
them up form the book while reading, but I have added some information on the context to 
make it more clear. What is most evident in the book is that Amy was in love with Carlos, and 
her “intent” and hope was to have the relationship with Carlos grow and be a husband and a 
wife—and for them to travel to Infinity together. 


She brings out many times how she didn’t really get direct advice on how to “enter other 
worlds,” or other sorcery practices or tools, etc, but does bring out repeatedly how Carlos and 
the witches emphasized inner silence, Tensegrity and recapitulation. 


u/lidotska 


(compendium note: these notes were compiled for serious practitioners, as an 
abridged/cliff-notes version of the book, so as to retain the most directly useful 
and pragmatic information that Carlos wanted us to know) 


THE QUOTES 


“Fear is what keeps me going,” Castaneda often said, “fear that I will lose the path to freedom 
through my stupidity. The higher one rises, the greater the height from which one can fall. The 
more energy we have, the greater risk we have of misusing it, of succumbing to egomania.” 


From the First Meeting of Amy and Carlos 


The last thing I remember was Carlos holding my hand in both of his, looking me directly in the 
eye, and assuring me that we would meet again. A few days later a book arrived for me—his 
bestseller, A Separate Reality . The inscription read: “To Amy Wallace, with best wishes. 


“The way to freedom is sometimes a whisper in the ear,” don Juan said that.” 


A week later I had the most vivid dream of my life: A short man was seated at a table. Three 
women, faces shrouded in fog, stood behind him. I knew they were witches and, although the 
man’s face was cloudy, I knew him to be Carlos. He spoke at length about the importance of 
starting a revolution. I assumed he referred to political uprisings, but he said this was 
something infinitely more profound, a revolution of the individual spirit. He told me I would 
meet them again. He was deadly serious, even chilling, not at all the cheerful man of the dinner 


party . 


I awoke feeling more peculiar than I had ever felt after a dream. I knew, beyond doubt, that I 
would remember it as long as I lived. 


(image on next page) 
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At Florinda’s Lecture in a New Age Bookstore, On Women and Womb Power 


“We women are always learning without noticing, it’s so natural for us. But men have to travel 
upwards, step by step, as if ascending a ladder. They are meticulous, and more sober-minded— 
which we are not. This is because they have to struggle in a way that we don’t. This is why the 
leader of our group, the nagual , is always a male. Men have sobriety, and women need that. I 
wanted don Juan to give me psychedelic drugs—I begged him! —but he refused, saying, ‘You 
women don’t need the power plants, youre already there .’” She snapped her fingers. “It’s 
nothing for us to dream , to travel in other worlds—we’re simply too lazy to do it. And the social 
order entraps women, robbing them of time for exploration by tying them to bearing and 
raising children and babying a husband. 


“We are slaves to men because of our indifference. And we take creativity for granted —we 
make human beings! Each time a woman gives birth, it leaves a hole in her energy body, which 
depletes her so that she falls behind in her race to freedom. I don’t recommend giving birth. 
Women fail to understand what the sorcerers know—that our wombs are a second brain , the 
womb has a double function! The more often we allow men entrance to our wombs, the more 
we damage this second brain.” 


“The three days before a woman’s period is the prime moment for her dreaming— we can enter 
different worlds in our sleep like nothing! We can explore different layers of the onion, so to 
speak, and without any effort! We can even do this while awake. And we are so enslaved we 
label this PMS! The female sorcerers of our party do not suffer from menopause, as humans do. 
The sorcerer’s practices of movement and meditation prevent it. We control our menstrual 
periods with our intent. Intent is what sorcerers believe moves the universe. We don’t pray— 
that’s for beggars—instead we command intent . One of the witches in our group [I later learned 
this was Anna-Marie] didn’t enjoy her cycles, so she stopped them by choosing to. I like the 
feeling of release, so I prolong mine with the power of my intent . 


“As for a woman without a womb, well, she must fight for freedom and knowledge just like a 
male, climbing the ladder step by step. It’s difficult, but it can be done. And if you have 
energetic holes from giving birth, you just have to run after freedom twice as hard.” 


Someone asked if don Juan had sex. Florinda flushed and replied, “I can tell you for a fact that 
he did! Believe me . And he was ninety years old!” 


Talking with Florinda 


I remember what don Juan said to me, and I'll tell it to you, Amy. Please listen, carajo! —it’s the 
truth, but none of us want to hear it! Don Juan said, ‘Florindita, think of your ego as a big, 
furry, lazy dog. Tell it to go lie out on the back porch. Step around it, because you can never kill 
it. The ego is a hydra with a thousand heads. Step around the tired, old dog on the porch.’ 


“They don’t understand that we are like chickens, trapped in a coop, and something alien is 
eating us ... yes, we’ re FOOD! Why not? Suspend your judgment. This is a predatorial universe, 
and we are being eaten. Are you listening?” 


“Yes.” 


“Sorcerers have two sayings. One concerns an academic who went into the Amazon to “observe 
the natives’—when they tried to eat him, he wrote, ‘For a moment, anthropology was forgotten!’ 


“Amy, something is eating us , so I’m telling you—forget anthropology! 


“The other saying I took from a headline in Esquire , a story about Lee Marvin. You remember 
Lee Marvin, don’t you? The Caine Mutiny? The Dirty Dozen? Anyway, the title was ‘Lee Marvin 
is Scared!’ Whenever I enter other worlds, bona fide other worlds , believe me, chica, Lee 
Marvin is scared! 


On Amy Working in a Bed and Breakfast as Instructed by Carlos 


She ((Taisha) instructed me on loving every moment I spent at my work; she told me inanimate 
objects were energetically alive, and I was to talk to the cutting board as I scrubbed it down. 


“That’s what I do. Don Juan taught me this. At one time during my apprenticeship I lived in a 
tiny studio with only a desk, a bed, a chair, and a television. I cleaned them every day, I 
polished the desk and the TV, and I talked to them. One day, I felt a profound wave of affection 
wash over me—such deep affection for those objects. Objects are alive; they’re energy.” 


On Rosemary Baths 


The second bag contained a fresh heap of rosemary cuttings. The witches explained that Carlos 
had cut it just for me from a gigantic plant outside his door, imbued with magic because it had 
grown from a cutting given to him by don Juan. I was told to boil it down to a strong decoction 
and let it cool to body temperature. Then I was to pour it into a small plastic tub and bathe my 
genitals in it for five minutes, three times a week. I was not to immerse my whole body, which 
was considered draining. 


These five-minute baths were to remove from my womb the “energetic worms” that had been 
implanted in me by every lover I’d ever had. These “worms,” described in distressing detail in 
Taisha’s book, remained in a woman’s body indefinitely, allowing her ex-lovers to vampirically 
sap her energy, leaving her in a depleted fog. The witches assured me that seven years of 
celibacy, with rosemary, would restore my vitality. 


When women didn’t have time to bathe in rosemary, Carlos told me, “It’s equally powerful to 
wash your conchita in hot water—but never douche! It upsets the body’s natural balance.” 
Florinda advised the attendants of the Women’s Workshop never to wear panties, telling them 
to “go outside in the moonlight and spread your legs, letting the wind fuck you! Don Juan 
claimed it unleashes powerful forces.” 


Carlos advised the few married couples in class to sleep separately from their spouses, 
preparatory to leaving them. “The energy bodies merge when you share a bed! Very 
dangerous!” He suggested sleeping above ground in a hammock or tree-house “to facilitate 
dreaming ” though we all, like Carlos, slept on mattresses atop box springs. 


Another tenet, this one passed on by Zuna, was: “In the sorcerer’s world we must cover our 
knees.” Muni added, “Never let hair grow on your knees, because bare knees perceive energy.” 


Carlos insisted it was magically critical that I shave my pubic hair in certain ways—his 
directions altered over time. Carlos insisted, “This is of the utmost sorceric importance—you 
must shave the lower half of your conchita; it will allow the energy to flow smoothly, and make 
you less human.” 


Carlos urged us to meditate alone on New Year’s Eve, using the power of midnight “to intend 
the new year forward and silently link with the power of Intent.” 


“T wish,” he lamented, “that I had don Juan’s power, but I don’t. If I could, I would pull each of 
your egos out like a nail, the way don Juan did to me. When you are free,” he promised, “you 
can do whatever you want! Have lots of sex! A fiesta! But not yet—I’ll tell you when you’re 
ready, when you've reached inner silence.” 


Just as the nagual and the witches alone could have sex, so too could they get angry, “because 
we get angry impeccably —it’s not the same thing.” 


On Sex 


Sex magic, he said, was the fastest way to bring a disciple along. The heavy sperm was corrosive 
to humanity—an acid that burned away human nature, transforming the recipient into a witch. 
When Carlos was having an orgasm, he repeated his command to “pull the sperm” to my brain, 


and thereby alter my mind’s composition. He said that I was already a witch, having made love 
to him, and that any man who had sex with me henceforth would receive magical benefits—a 
sort of free pass to Infinity and freedom. I called it “the Mileage Plus Program,” but Carlos 
didn’t laugh. In the case of male disciples, he explained that the nagual woman “could bring 
them to inner silence via intercourse.” 


Carlos spoke of the sexual theories in Taisha’s book, stating that ordinary men left filaments of 
energy in a woman’s womb with each ejaculation. Carlos called these filaments “worms,” which 
drained women for a lifetime while the men fed off them vampirically to the end of their days. 


Each new ejaculation automatically “lit up” a woman’s old filaments, thus feeding all of her 
previous partners, leaving her vitiated. This, he explained, was the reason for “women’s general 
indifference.” Even with all the power of their two brains—the womb being the second brain— 
we women were so tired that we “let the men rule the world.” The only cure was seven years of 
celibacy and the recapitulation exercise, or sex with the nagual. Either course was to be 
followed by a lifetime of celibacy if one wished to garner one’s energy for the sorcerer’s path of 
life and “death.” 


Carlos was capable of repeated ejaculations, as many as three or four in quick succession. He 
explained to me—and eventually to audiences during his public appearances—that before 
meeting don Juan he had been “an average one-orgasm man—nothing! Just a little squirt and it 
was over!” He told me that one day don Juan had wrapped his penis in herb-soaked cloths, 
changing the dressing daily for three days. Carlos felt his genitals expanding hugely, “down to 
my toes!” When the wrapping was removed he looked as normal as ever, but now had multiple 
ejaculatory powers. 


He was derisive about the clitoral orgasm, which he considered weak and insipid, although he 
did not completely ignore it. He believed that nearly all women and men were frigid—that we 
all possessed a “bar of energy” that had been broken by alien beings and the damaging effects of 
ordinary human sex. This “broken bar” prevented a woman from experiencing deep, vaginal 
orgasms, and likewise kept men from their birthright—multiple orgasms. Women’s energy bars 
looked simple to his seer’s eyes—a straight bar several inches across in the womb. Men’s bars, 
however, were complex and delicate, shaped to resemble a swan’s neck and beak. These 
structures were more easily broken than women’s and more difficult to repair. 


When Carlos spoke of sexual matters in his lectures, Castaneda readers wondered why this vital 
information was not in his books. Florinda told me, “If we admitted having sex, that’s all people 
would have talked about!” 


On one occasion he pulled me outside of the Sunday class, leaving Astrid to instruct the 
students in the magical movements. He addressed me with even more than his usual intensity. 
“Ellicita, I saw stars . Not just that silly expression— I actually saw stars .” His brown eyes 
shone. “I’m reeling! And something happened that has never occurred before , not in my whole 
life! Do you know how sturgeon lay eggs? They lay their roe in rows.... Well, that’s what I did—I 
laid eggs inside your womb, line after line of energetic eggs. They’re going to hatch for the rest 
of your life, releasing bursts of energy, of pure awareness—and your womb accepted the energy! 
I never knew this was possible! 


On Hair 


After I had lived some months in Los Angeles, Carlos began to cut my hair, a sign of the deepest 
intimacy, because hair held a profound and special meaning for the sorcerers. Once he began 
cutting a disciple’s hair, she was not permitted to have it cut elsewhere, or to ever ask him for a 
haircut. Carlos told me that hair contained our personal history, trapping it and “holding us 
back from flight.” To trim it was to restore lightness and freedom. Each hair on my head was an 
antenna for perception and was more acute when short. 


During the haircut conversation was minimal; Carlos was concentrating intensely. It was 
marvelous to watch Carlos concentrate—whether he cut hair, made love, or watched a movie, 
his attention was total. 


Match Technique 


This was a secret meditation taught to the inner circle. The practitioner lights a match and 
stares at the flame, imagining its light drawn into the third eye. Then, letting the flame burn up 
the match—this should not be practiced with wooden matches, which grow too hot—the very tip 
is swiftly dipped into a saucer of cold water and then taken between the fingers. As the flame 
flares its way up, the remaining energy is drawn in—again to the third eye—until the match 
burns out. The first flame was said to brighten the mind, the second to cleanse the heart. The 
greater goal was to bring inner silence. 


On Fliers/Internal Dialogue 


The ultimate in theft was energetic vampirism, the province of the creatures “Tony Lama” had 
captured on film. Carlos explained this to us in detail: 


“Tony was at a Tibetan Buddhist event in Teotihuacan—he knows the Dalai Lama, you know— 
and it was the Vernal Equinox. There were 100,000 people gathered there at the pyramids. 
Because of this ‘spirituality,’ that’s really just fake and egotistical, the intent of this mass 
anthropomorphized the form of an inorganic being onto the negative . Tony is weird! All kinds 
of strange things happen to him, but this is the weirdest one yet! He photographed don Juan’s 
most important secret teaching—he caught on film a voladore, or flyer “Don Juan told me this 
information was too dangerous, too volatile, to make public—but Weird Tony’s photographs are 
the omen that Spirit wants me to tell you this: we are being eaten . I’ve told a lot of you without 
telling you everything .” Carlos shot a look in my direction. “I’ve told you that we are food . That 
we are ... chickens! That’s right! Coño! Qué horrible! Monstrous! Something is eating our 
awareness, all day, every day, even in our sleep. These are the beings don Juan named the 
flyers, or jumpers.” 


He handed around a stack of black-and-white 8- x 10-inch prints. Against a background of 
pyramids and mountainous scenery with an enormous crowd below was a black being an inch 
long and half an inch in diameter in the sky. Its features were not precise, only its shape, and it 
looked like a gargoyle on a medieval temple, wings open, arms and body in a backwards arc. It 
looked malevolent and, I thought, a little fake. But I was certain Tony Karam would never fake a 
photograph. (When the pictures were shown at workshops, some attendees remarked that it 
looked like a blurry piece of dust. I thought it had more personality than a piece of dust ever 
could.) 


Carlos continued his explanation. “The ego—the ‘J, I, I,’ the ‘me me me’—is caused by the flyers 
eating us. Our sheen of awareness should be an oval egg-shaped covering, surrounding our 
body. But it has been chewed down to our toes . Think of the owners of a chicken coop. They 
really don’t care for the well-being of the chickens! They just raise them and eat them—and 
that’s how the flyers are with us. If one chicken escapes they don’t waste all their time chasing it 
down to bring it back. A few of us might escape, by doing the magical movements and the 
recapitulation. I can’t save you! But without me, you don’t even have a chance....” I remembered 
my first reunion talk on the phone with Carlos. He had told me to suspend disbelief, and to 
consider that we are “food,” because “this is a predatorial universe.” 


“Man is being exterminated,” he went on. “There’s NOTHING of our own in our minds! We 
have FLYER’S MINDS. The mind, to a seer of energy, has a pendulum-like, back-and-forth 
motion— that’s the flyer. They make us morose, depressive; they fill us with kinky sexual 


thoughts—all masturbation comes from the flyers. And we don’t even like our own genitals! 
That’s the flyers, too. They make us frigid. Maybe they have some kind of tool that destroys the 
energy, and only the nagual can fix that. And luhhhvwweee ... that’s the worst thing of all, 
human love .” Carlos imitated a stoned hippie strumming a guitar. “It’s a flyer trick, looking for 
‘love, but we just replace one head with another, changing all the time! That’s not love . 


“Because the mind is nothing more than this—a foreign installation —it agrees with itself! None 
of our questions come from us—they’e all from this thing that possesses your mind. You talk 
yourself into everything. And everything is flyer, flyer, flyer! 


“The most important secret is this—don’t try to be creative . It’s impossible . There is no such 
thing as art. No one has ever had an original thought. I knew a guy who told me, ‘I want to 
make real movies from my real self.’ That’s absurd! He can’t do that, then he'll have an audience 
of one! No one will distribute real art, never. They only allow you to see what the critics 
approve, so it’s already been previewed by them. When we think we're getting to our REAL 
SELF, that’s just another layer of Bobby the Flyer . I call them “Bobbies’ because that’s a little 
boy’s name, a little boy in shorts.” 


Carlos then described the mechanics of the flyers’ eating. “ ‘But how do they eat us, don Juan?’ 
Don Juan answered me, ‘With their fat, flat tongues.’ The flyers are as big as buildings, and they 
walk along the ground. They slide, and swoop, and they love cities—Buenos Aires is their 
homeland! There is a higher concentration of flyers in Buenos Aires than anyplace else on 
Earth. The only country they don’t inhabit is Ireland. They are installed in the mind between 
ten and twelve years of age. They like the dark, and they like men better. They lick us as if we 
were ice-cream cones.” 


“The installation is like that of an octopus. With a dry surface it attaches firmly, and can’t be 
removed. But we're letting a little moisture in there, so there’s a little slippage. 


He began by telling us, “When the flyers took us over, they taught man that you’ve got to fear 
God, you have to plead and beg for forgiveness, and have to look up to some big entity. The 
flyers were especially strong in the Middle Ages, when the Church controlled everything.” 


“Even today, Catholics and others are in the mode of supplicating, begging for things. Don 
Juan said it doesn’t work that way. You command It. If you start begging It for something, most 
especially if you say , ‘Please don’t let X happen!’ then it surely will—X WILL HAPPEN TO 
YOU. It will make it happen. So if there’s anything you don’t want to happen, don Juan would 


say, ‘Don’t beg!’ Don’t say what you don’t want to happen, mierda! It slams people who are in a 


supplicating mode.” 


Talking with Taisha 


“Whatever quiets the mind is good for us” 


Once, as we sat on my rooftop, she commented that it was safest to be “high up, away from the 
band of human thought that infects us, where the flyers have a harder time reaching us. They 
don’t like us to be up in trees or off the ground for prolonged periods.” 


On three occasions I thought I saw flyers. 


Leaving a New York workshop, I saw in the airport what looked like a black lump sitting on a 
man’s shoulders. Carlos solemnly confirmed the vision, but wouldn’t say more. 


The second time was in Guido’s office. I heard him walking around and went to say hello, but 
there was no one there, only a shadow moving on his wall, yet there were no windows. Carlos 
was much impressed by this second manifestation, and told the class. 


The third time, I saw a shadow pass slowly under my bedroom door. I jumped up, but there 
was no one. I ran to the phone to call Carlos. 


“Was it a flyer?” I asked, frightened. 


“Of course, you freak of nature! Cojuda! What do you think it was, a ghost ?” 


At the end of his life Carlos had a vision. He saw that there was a form of inorganic life beyond 
Bobby the Flyer, called “Seymours” because they ate advanced practitioners who could “see 
more.” Seymours were long, spindly, stick-like flyers who slipped under doors and between 
cracks and into one’s soul. He saw that there were more layers of danger than he had imagined. 
No one in our group besides him was truly free. He became increasingly avid on the subject, 
trying to fulfill his last duty by revealing “don Juan’s most vital secret knowledge.” 


When evening came Taisha entertained us with sorcery secrets she’d never revealed, which she 
told us were described in her two unpublished manuscripts. 


First she talked about intent . I asked her why practices like Buddhist chanting worked for some 
people. She explained that, as with the I Ching, doing such a practice linked one to an already 
existing “line of intent’—she made motions with her hands in the air as if she were grabbing 
onto a rope. 


The evening reminded me of the New Year’s Eve I'd spent with Taisha the year before. I parked 
a block from her house, and she snuck into the car. I was waiting with a bottle of Cristal on ice 
and two chilled champagne glasses. As we polished off the bottle she told me, “There’s a 
meditation they taught me, that I’ve never told anyone. It’s a trick for making your wishes come 
true. You think of the thing you want and you picture your seven chakras. Then you sing your 
wish to your chakras, like this—” She chanted in a singsong voice, “ ‘I want a beautiful garden of 
flowers ...’ or ‘I want my investment to double....’” 


Carlos often told us, “Our word is all we have, it’s our pact with It, the bidding we make. If we 
break that word Infinity will close Its door forever. Apology means nothing—that’s for humans. 
If you break your word, you must remake yourself from nothing and pay your debts . I’m not 
speaking only of money! You can only pay your debt by giving everything to the one you've 
wronged. This alone is the blank check of a warrior’s affection . 


“Sure, it’s easy to give a blank check when you're ‘in loooove,’ or you’ve just made a new 
‘frieeennnd,’ but how about when it’s difficult, when you share a life? Or a bathroom, carajo! 
How about when someone needs you, and it’s inconvenient for you to give love back? Pucha , 
how we hate to be inconvenienced! That’s how we are. But a sorcerer always keeps his word— 
and believe me, if he breaks it, there is no solace in death .” 


At a number of seminars, Carlos and Muni had spoken of “spinning in and out of other worlds 
together.” Apparently they were living double lives on another plane, and were not in full 
control of their arrivals and departures. In this altered life (it always made me think of the 
Bizarro World of Superman Comics), Muni was married to the ’40s actor Gerald Mohr, and 
they had a daughter. Castaneda was “Shorty,” her lover who hid in the closet. Dreaming 
together, they repeatedly found themselves in Gerald Mohr-world (Mohr played a gangster in a 


large number of radio plays and B-movies.) In order to escape detection by the husband—who 
would boom out at Carol, “Is SHORTY still here?”—or worse still, become permanently stuck in 
this B-movie universe, Carlos would whisper, “Spin, Tiggs, spin!! Spin!!! Spin as fast as you 
can!!” and they would find themselves awake and naked in Carlos’ bed in Westwood. 


On Seeing Florinda the Last Time 


My last memory of her is seeing her to the patio gate, as I did every day. She was so Germanic 
she had trained me to sweep up fallen leaves before her arrival; my patio was pristine under her 
regime. We kissed and waved goodbye, but when I suddenly turned to look back at her— 
something I never did—she was standing still and watching me, a hummingbird pausing, her 
bright eyes sparkling, as if to memorize me forever. 


After Carlos Left 


I began to hear Carlos’ voice at night as I drifted off to sleep, lovingly encouraging me to write. 
A decade before, alone in Berkeley, I had asked him if he really spoke to me when we were 
apart, or if I was finally going cuckoo. He answered, “I talk to you all the time, nena; it’s an old 
sorcerer’s trick—I speak into your left ear.” 


Carlos and the witches noted that happy people were never attracted to the sorcerers’ world; 
they were too busy enjoying their lives. 


Occasionally, Carlos would bounce like a rubber ball to the extreme opposite of his fierce 
insistence, and say, “Do what I say, but don’t imitate what I do, because I’m just human—what 
do you expect from me? I lack don Juan’s power—I've failed to sustain impeccability.” 
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Pictures of the Jewels Amy Got 


“She then brought me a beautiful Cloisonné jar, which she said had belonged to don Juan’s 
partner, her mentor Big Florinda. She described herself wondering aloud who to give it to, and 
Carlos had said, “Why Ellis, of course!” 


I called to thank him. He sounded proud, full of delight. “If there ever was an heirloom from the 
sorcerers, this is it!” 


Next Florinda produced an exquisite, miniature china bowl, “for keeping a pair of earrings.” 
She said it had belonged to the nagual Lujan, the sorcerer from China who had brought 
Tensegrity to the lineage, and had been with them for generations. The cup’s outside was Delft, 
while the inside bore Chinese characters, “symbolizing the meeting of East and West.” She 
returned a custom-made filing cabinet I had ordered for her, a copy of mine she had admired. 
She insisted on paying for it, and said, avoiding my eyes, “This will serve as an anchor for me to 
you, wherever I am—to you, and to this house.” 


A parting gift from Florinda—a Cloisonné jar that had been passed from 
nagual to nagual, and a jade frog, one of Florinda’s totem animals 


(image on next page) 


AMG PAVA Aq Oro 


One day, after a quarrel on the phone that left both of us edgy and frayed, she arrived with one 
of her most precious possessions. It was an extraordinary pendant that she joked was “shaped 
like a cowbell.” It held an enormous amethyst set in gold. “Look, it’s a beautiful eye,” she said, 
pointing to three oval pieces of jade set into triangular sides. Strange, rune-like lines were 
engraved in the gold. 


A Gift From Florinda— An Amethyst Pendant Set in Gold 
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Ring 


Carlos kept a cigar box full of jewels behind the toilet in the “guest” bathroom with the magical 
bathtub. Better yet, he claimed to have buried a huge cache of jewels in the backyard. When he 
wanted to give me something special, he fished in the earth with a stick, without looking. 
Whatever came up was energetically mine. 


Once, as reward for being a kind hostess to a fallen disciple, he presented me with an especially 
striking ring. Florinda watched as I tried it on, saying ominously, “It has to fit!” If it did not, this 
terrible omen meant the ring would be taken back. It looked hopelessly large, but fit perfectly 
on the one finger I had broken. 


Carlos exulted, “I went to the backyard last night with my pole, fishing in the dark. When I saw 
what was on the end of the stick, ay! I told myself, “This ring could be dangerous, it belonged to 
a witch who was huge with chi! It takes enormous energy to wear this ring!’ But then I decided, 
‘Fuck it, Ellis can handle it—Ellis is a peach!’ ” 


(image on next page) 
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Necklace Carlos Said Represented the “Crack Between the Worlds” 
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Astrid’s Pendant 


